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      Dedicated to my parents, who taught me that books were a constant source of joy and learning.

      Also to the people of this “City of Philosophers”, Lichfield, including the Lichfield Writers, who continue to display the qualities that led one of their most famous sons, Samuel Johnson, to describe their city in this way.

      And to the memory of another famous Lichfeldian who appears in this book, Erasmus Darwin, grandfather of the more famous Charles, but in his day, England’s leading poet, physician, botanist, and a famous inventor and member of the Lunar Society.

      And on a more personal note, to my wife Yoshiko who has patiently struggled to understand my recent obsessions with alchemy, Rosicrucianism, and Kabbala.

      Very special thanks to Vicky Yardley, who has acted as a constant and valuable source of inspiration, ideas, and corrections. This book would not be what it is now without her imagination and critical skills.

      And to those who have helped me with research on those things about which I was pitifully ignorant. Any remaining ignorance and misunderstandings are my responsibility, not theirs.
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      It occurs to me that I may have spent too long in the eighteenth century recently, and therefore expect every reader to be as familiar with the details of the characters and the setting as I am. For those who might be a little confused, here are the names and details of some of the historical elements of the story. More details are obviously available on the Internet.

      Armonica, glass

      Not a misprint, but a musical instrument invented by Benjamin Franklin, which produced tones through the friction of damp fingers on spinning glass bowls.

      Boulton, Matthew

      (1728 – 1809) Industrialist, a maker of “toys”(metal ornaments, etc.). Member of the Lunar Society.

      Darwin, Erasmus

      (1731–1802) Doctor, poet, scientist, inventor – a leader in all these, and the grandfather of Charles Darwin, whose theory of evolution he anticipated by several decades. Member of the Lunar Society.

      Elementals

      Earthly spirits described by the Rosicrucians with an affinity to one of the four traditional elements: Fire, Water, Earth and Air. Elementals have no souls.

      Fae

      Creatures who have made their way from another world/universe which has suffered a catastrophe. Similar to the Little People/Good People/Fairies of folklore.

      Fuseli, Henry

      (1741 – 1825) Swiss-born painter, famous for his macabre and supernatural paintings, and his renditions of scenes from Shakespeare.

      Gnomes

      Earth Elementals, squat creatures, living underground, with the ability to move through solid earth, walls, etc.

      Hugo Lombardi

      (15?? – 16??) An obscure alchemical philosopher with an interest in Kabbala.

      Landgrave (Landgraf)

      A title of nobility in the Holy Roman Empire, equivalent to a duke, and above a count (Graf).

      Lunar Society

      A group of scientific and technical minds in the English Midlands who met on nights of the full moon (for reasons of safety when travelling).

      Rosicrucians

      A secretive group of 17th and 18th century mystics who may be regarded as the forerunners of Masonic thought.

      Salamanders

      Fire Elementals, taking the form of a lizard or a beautiful human, living in fire.

      Sans-culottes

      The name given to members of the French Revolutionary mob – without the breeches of the upper classes (they wore trousers) hence their name (without breeches)

      Soho

      An area to the north of Birmingham where Boulton sited his manufactory.

      Sylphs

      Air Elementals, capable of flight through the air

      Undines

      Water Elementals, living in streams, rivers and lakes

      Watt, James

      (1736 – 1819) Engineer, and inventor of the condenser design of steam engine as well as numerous other improvements. Business partner with Matthew Boulton. Member of the Lunar Society.

      Wedgwood, Josiah

      (1730 – 1795) Industrialist and founder of the Wedgwood pottery brand. Member of the Lunar Society.

      Wollstonecraft, Mary

      (1759 – 1797) English writer, philosopher and advocate of women’s rights. In love (unrequited) with Henry Fuseli.

      Wright, Joseph

      (1734 – 1797) Self-named “of Derby”. One of England’s foremost painters of the day. His painting of An Experiment on a Bird in the Air Pump forms a scene in this book.
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            The Faerie Child  (1769)
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            The Beginning

          

        

      

    

    
      “What are you doing, Abbie?” Her mistress’s voice came from the front room.

      “Just putting out some of the stale bread and some water for the urchins, ma’am.” She unlatched the back door and made her way through the gently falling light snow to the shed, where she would place the honey-spread bread and milk – she’d lied to Mrs Jowett about the contents of the dish as well as about the hedgehogs – carefully by the door.

      Would he ever come back? she asked herself for the fifth night in succession. With long hair of a gloriously shining lustrous black, eyes that seemed to burn straight through her, and a voice that turned her insides to a liquid like the silver pools from a broken thermometer that she had once seen at Doctor Simmons’, his memory refused to fade.

      “You could be mine, little Abbie. You should be mine,” he had said to her six nights earlier as he stepped out of the shed, before wordlessly taking the urchins’ dish of bread and milk from her unprotesting hands and starting to eat. Had he really been in the shed? She wasn’t sure. The door hadn’t opened, she would swear to that. Had he simply stepped through the wall as if it were no more than the early morning mist on the meadow? Impossible. But there was no other explanation.

      Still painfully aware of her emotional turmoil that night, she bent to place the dish on the ground, and felt her wrist gripped by a cold pale hand from behind. Another hand, with long slender fingers, gently took the dish from her, and carried it out of her range of vision as the grip on her wrist was released.

      Startled, but unafraid, she turned to see her… Assailant? Captor? Lover? All these seemed to be pitifully inadequate and inaccurate, and yet all of these perfectly described him. He was smiling as he took the bread from the dish and put it in his mouth, licking the beads of honey from his fingers with a long dark tongue that seemed to be forked like a serpent’s, while watching her

      “Who… are… you..?” she asked, but not expecting a reply.

      “Come, Abbie,” he said, taking her wrist once more. How did he know her name? He turned so that they both faced the wall of the shed and took two steps forward, through the wall, bringing Abbie with him. She had no choice in the matter.

      The feeling of walking through the wall was like nothing she had ever experienced before. When she came to describe it later to herself (for the only person she ever told about the whole business was her daughter Jane, a few years later, but Jane was too young to understand her words), she could only describe it as “walking through a wall of icy flaming swords”, words that made no sense when she repeated them to herself, but were the only way that she could even vaguely describe her sensations at that time.

      It should have been pitch-black inside the windowless shed, but her companion’s head and body seemed to glow with an unearthly, eerie, blue-green light. She could hardly see his face on account of the glow that surrounded it. Even so, she was almost painfully conscious of his eyes looking her up and down.

      “Yes, you are the one. You will be mine,” he said. Once again, the sound of his words had an almost physical effect on her, and she staggered slightly.

      “Me? Why me?” She was half-flattered by his attentions, but at the same time deathly scared of where all this might be leading.

      “You are one of us,” he said. “There are not many of us now living in the land on the other side of the sky. We are an old race, much older than mankind. So old that we are dying. There are no young women, and there will be no children.”

      “I am one of you?” she asked incredulously. “How can that be?”

      “Your mother’s father was one of us. Your grandmother never knew, and she died believing that the man you knew as your grandfather was your mother’s father, so you would never have known. Surely you must know that even as a child you were different to others?”

      Abbie thought back to the occasions when she had refused to join in her friends’ play – play which had somehow resulted in an accident causing injury, or even death in two instances, to those taking part. Her insistence that there was something “horrid” in the corner of the room where she slept, until they prised up the floorboards and discovered a human skull, which Parson said showed clear evidence of its owner having been foully done to death. Her knowledge of things that happened on the other side of the village, almost as soon as they had happened. Yes, she was different.

      “If you had not been your grandmother’s granddaughter, you could never have walked through that wall with me.”

      She was forced, against all reason, to acknowledge that she had walked through the solid wall of the shed, and nodded in agreement.

      “Now, will you help me?”

      Dumbly, she nodded once more. Having grown up on a farm, she knew how bulls and cows, rams and ewes, cocks and hens, behaved, and she had heard enough sniggered innuendo from her friends to know that men and women did much the same. Was this what was going to happen to her? She felt inside her an unholy mix of terror and excited anticipation. Was this what growing up was all about?

      “No,” he said, and she knew – how? – that he had read her thoughts. “That is not the way that these things work.” He held out the dish that had held the bread and milk. In place of the food there was a small dark sphere. “Take it.”

      She took the dish from his hand, and instantly felt the weight of the ball as it rolled around the dish.

      “You will marry,” he told her. It was not a prediction, but a command. “It does not matter whom you marry, but you will marry, and that right soon. When you do, and when you do what husbands and wives do to make a child, you must do it holding this,” pointing to the ball, “in your mouth.”

      Abbie, despite herself, blushed.

      “If it is still in your mouth when your husband is finished with you, you must take it out and keep it ready for the next time. But if it is gone from your mouth as he draws himself away from your body, then prepare yourself to bear my child in nine months’ time. Do not fear. Although it will outwardly resemble your husband so that he never suspects anything, it will be my child, not his. Guard my gift to you well, and on no account lose it. There will be consequences if you do not do as I say. Do you understand all that I am telling you?”

      There was nothing she could do except nod once more. Even though she appeared to be in an outlandish dream, all made sense to her.

      “Good. Now I must take you back.” Once more she traversed the wall of icy flaming swords, and found herself outside the shed – and instantly realised that she was alone. She removed the ball from the dish and placed it carefully in the placket of her skirt before laying the dish on the ground.

      Now she could hear Mrs Jowett’s voice. “Abbie! Abbie! Where are you, girl?” There was no anger in the voice, though, only what sounded like concern. The back door of the farmhouse opened, spilling golden light onto the gloom. “There you are! What have you been up to?”

      “Sorry, ma’am, I was looking at the stars,” she pointed vaguely upward to where Orion hung in the sky, “and I must have forgotten the time.”

      “You daft ’ap’orth, Abbie.” Despite the words, Mrs Jowett’s voice was kindly. “The sooner you find a good man to look after you, the better it will be for you.”

      Abbie sighed. She hadn’t seriously considered marriage before that night, other than as a remote event that might or might not happen in the future, and now two people were pushing her, admittedly not entirely against her will, into finding a husband.
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      It was Harry Machin, some five years older than her, on whom her eye finally settled. If truth be told, she had had her eye on him for some months, even if she hadn’t fully realised it at the time. Harry was not the wealthiest, or the best-looking boy in the village. Nor did he appear at first sight to be the cleverest, though this was more due to his disguising his intelligence to avoid envious comments, than it was to a lack of ability. He had also about him an air of dependability which ensured that the farmers trusted him with those tasks usually given to older men with considerably more experience. Abbie had noticed his quiet competence, and the way in which he was often able to find a solution to a problem that defeated those around him, as well as his kind and friendly manner, and despite the censoriousness that the young often display towards their elders, she found herself approving of him.

      If she was to marry, and more and more she felt herself drawn to the idea, almost despite herself, Harry Machin was the one she would choose.

      He quite often found work on the Jowetts’ farm, giving Abbie a chance to talk to him as she took his midday snap to him from the farmhouse (for the Jowetts treated their workers well, almost as members of the family).

      Harry had never been anything but polite and kind to Abbie, but without her encouragement, it is unlikely that he would ever have made any move towards her. As bold and confident as he was when facing an angry bull, or the problem of a field of hay to be gathered in with black storm clouds rapidly approaching, he was almost painfully shy when it came to dealings with the opposite sex.

      But as Abbie let her fingers dawdle touching his for ever longer periods as she handed him the basket of bread and cheese, to which she sometimes added a scrape of honey or even a prized strawberry filched from the Jowetts’ garden, and smiled up at him, he began to give more than red-faced monosyllabic replies when she asked him how he did. For her part, these questions regarding his health and well-being, which she had originally seen as being routine politenesses, became enquiries to which she genuinely wished to know the answer.

      Soon Harry also found himself actively anticipating the hour when he could spy her form, silhouetted against the dark oaks at the edge of the field, making her way towards him. Eventually he found himself asking, albeit haltingly and stammering, “Abbie, is there ever a time when you are not working for the Jowetts?”

      “Oh yes,” she said, smiling. “Every Sunday afternoon is a holiday, and on two Tuesday afternoons each month when the market is held in the town, although I must buy things for them in the market, Mrs Jowett has no objection to me taking my own time to do it.”

      “Then would you…” He flushed red. “Would you consider walking out with me next Sunday afternoon?”

      Her smile would have disarmed a much more confident man than Harry. “With the greatest of pleasure, sir,” she replied, sweeping a low curtsey to him.

      “You are mocking me?” he enquired, taken aback.

      “By no means, I assure you, Harry. I will be waiting for you to call for me on Sunday afternoon.”

      This put poor Harry in something of a quandary. He had envisaged that Abbie and he would meet quietly, hopefully unobserved by anyone else. By calling on her, he would be proclaiming his interest in Abbie, if not to all and sundry, at least to the Jowetts, who were the largest farmers in the area. But if that was the price to pay for an afternoon’s pleasant companionship, then so be it.

      “I look forward to it.”

      “Ta ra.”

      “Ta ra a bit.”

      It is a matter of record that Harry and Abbie were married in the parish church of Saint Chad some six months after this conversation. The Jowetts, sorry was they were to lose such a maid as Abbie had been, and whom they had treated almost as a daughter, were delighted that she had awakened the interest of Harry Machin.

      A few weeks before the wedding, old man Jowett spoke to Harry.

      “Can I have a word with you, lad?”

      “Of course,” Harry said, nervously.

      “No, it’s nowt you’ve done wrong.” He went on to explain that he had been impressed by Harry’s skill at repairing and maintaining some of the newfangled farm machinery that was then coming into use. “You’ve got brains, Harry, as well as a strong back, and don’t let anyone tell you different. You can read and write with the best of them, as well. And I’ve seen you do reckoning up in your head that most men couldn’t do with a pen and paper. Now,” he went on, warming to his theme, “there’s a man down in Birmingham called Matthew Boulton. One of those toy makers – buttons and bits and pieces for swords, and ladies’ bits and bobs, that sort of thing. But he needs people like you, Harry, to work in his manufactory. He’s got plans, I heard. Plans that need you if they’re going to come to something,”

      “In Birmingham? I’d have to move away from here? We’d have to move away,” he corrected himself, remembering that he was to be married.

      “Aye. But you’d be close enough to come back and see your folks from time to time.”

      “Do you know this Matthew Boulton?”

      “I know of him, and I’ve met him once or twice. He’s a bit full of his own importance, but he means well, and by all accounts, he takes care of his people. If you felt you wanted to do better for yourself and Abbie, I dare say I could put in a word or two for you with him.”

      “I’d have to talk to Abbie about it.”

      “Of course you must do that. It would be a great thing for you, lad, and we’d all like to see you get on, though we’d miss you.”

      When Harry talked to Abbie, she appeared to be thrilled by the idea of moving to Birmingham.

      “It’s not going to be like here,” he warned her. “They talk strange down there.”

      “You get yourself down there and talk to this Matthew Boulton,” she told him firmly. Harry had no choice but to obey, and he made his way to Birmingham a week before the wedding, a letter from old Mr Jowett in his pocket.

      He came back exultant. “It’s something you wouldn’t believe,” he told Abbie. “It’s a new manufactory, with all the trades under one roof, hundreds and hundreds of people. Soho, near Handsworth, just a bit north of Birmingham, so we’ll still be in Staffordshire. And I met Mr Boulton. He’s offered me a job working on a new kind of steam pump which he and Mr Watt, who’s a Scotchman, are making. I told him I’d start in two weeks, when we’re married and all.”

      “And where will we live?”

      “There’s hundreds and hundreds of little cottages, just for them that works for Mr Boulton. It’s like a new world, Abbie. You’ll love it there, you see.”
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            The Manufactory

          

        

      

    

    
      And Harry was right. She did love it at Soho, where it really did seem that Harry was valued for his abilities. The house that they were given to live in was smaller than the Jowetts’ farmhouse, and she missed the clucking of chickens and the mooing of cows in the early morning when she lay in bed, but there really wasn’t a lot to complain about, except the smoke and dirt.

      “It may be all modern and up-to-date, Harry,” she said to him, “but them coal smuts get everywhere. Can’t you talk to Mr Boulton or Mr Watt about them?”

      But Harry just laughed, and told her it was impossible for the work to be made cleaner.

      The best thing about life for Abbie, though, was Harry. She hadn’t expected to be so happy with him. Yes, she’d liked him well enough before they were married, but now she felt really fond of him. She had always reserved the word “love” to describe the girlish crushes of her and her friends, not that she had had so many of those, but it now seemed to her that the word might have a rather deeper meaning.

      Harry, who had become one of Boulton’s most trusted employees very soon after moving to Soho, once obtained permission to take her into the factory to see the great engine that he and Mr Watt were developing. A monstrous great thing, all rods and levers and hissing steam – almost like a dragon out of a child’s tale. She watched the great beam swinging up and down, up and down, and marvelled at its incessant power. Mr Watt himself, who was visiting Soho from Cornwall, she found a little difficult to understand thanks to his Scottish accent and what seemed to be shyness on his part, though Harry told her that he could be fierce enough when he came to defending his ideas against those whom he considered were stealing them. Harry had tried to explain the ideas of Mr Watt’s engine, telling her that there had been steam engines in Cornwall for some time, pumping water out of the tin mines there, but that Mr Watt’s inventions made for a far superior engine, using less coal and pumping more water.

      With all the business of setting up her home with Harry, and the excitement of Mr Boulton’s enterprises, Abbie had forgotten the dark stranger and the ball that he had given her. On their wedding night, and for several nights after that, she had remembered to slip the ball into her mouth when Harry’s attention was elsewhere, though she felt somehow that this was a betrayal of Harry’s trust in her, but it had obstinately refused to disappear.

      Then came the move to Soho, and the ball was temporarily out of mind until the time when Abbie awoke screaming in the middle of the night.

      “What is it?” Harry asked, putting his arms around her.

      But she couldn’t tell him that the dark stranger whom she had met in the shed all that time ago had just returned to her in what she hoped was merely a dream, had shown her terrible things – things beyond her most nightmarish imaginings, and had told her that these would happen to her if she failed to obey his commands.

      As his figure had faded away, she had been left with his words ringing in her ears. “Your husband seems like a good man. It would be a pity if something were to happen to him.”

      As she lay in Harry’s arms, she started to sob. “Don’t leave me, Harry. Don’t leave me.”

      “I’m not thinking of leaving you, Abbie,” he reassured her.

      “No, I know you’re not. I’m just thinking of your work. All those big machines and that steam hissing away. What if you had an accident?”

      “I won’t,” said Harry. And somehow that simple statement seemed to make everything better. The butterflies left her stomach, and her breathing slowed. Harry noticed.

      “Good girl, Abbie. Now sleep, and no more silly dreams, all right?”

      And that’s just what she did.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      And as it happened, the next night that Abbie and Harry joined together, the ball was in her mouth as they started, and to her surprise, as they lay together afterwards she found it had disappeared. A feeling of great peace together with a contradictory anticipatory excitement came over her as she lay awake with Harry breathing noisily on the other side of the bed, with the certain knowledge that a new life was starting inside her.

      Within a few weeks, she was able to tell Harry that she was expecting a child, news that he greeted with a cry of surprised joy – a sound that she had never heard before from his lips.

      Her pregnancy was smooth and uncomplicated. Matthew Boulton arranged for the most highly regarded midwife in the region to attend her, and old Mother Palfrey, as she was known, gleefully prepared Abbie for the unspeakable torments that lay in wait for her as she gave birth for the first time.

      Much to Abbie’s relief, and seemingly to Mother Palfrey’s disappointment, the birth was an easy one. Abbie spent only a short time in labour before giving birth to a healthy baby girl.

      “She’s got all the right bits attached to her,” Mother Palfrey sniffed, “but that much hair on her head, it ain’t normal, it ain’t.”

      “Don’t all babies have hair when they’re born?” said Abbie, holding the newborn and looking down at her.

      “They do, but not that much,” said the midwife. “Now I’ve seen your husband, and your little scrap does look like him, I must say. And I’ve seen her come out of you. But I tell you something, and that’s that if I hadn’t seen your Harry, and seen you, I’d have said that was a changeling – one of Them – with that hair and all. And look at her little nails. Never seen nails that long on a new baby. But she’s no changeling.”

      Abbie said nothing. If the change had taken place, it wasn’t as simple as Them snatching a child out of the cradle and replacing it with one of Their own. But something had taken place, she knew that, and she didn’t want to know the details of it. It was enough that the baby, her baby, whoever else’s it might be, was alive and well, and she herself seemed to have suffered no ill effects.

      Harry chose this moment to arrive. Mother Palfrey had dispatched a boy to fetch him from the manufactory as soon as the baby had arrived and the cord had been cut, but he had only just been able to get away. Even if he had arrived earlier, it was almost certain that Mother Palfrey would have barred the door to him until all was over.

      He beamed at his wife and his daughter as he stood in the doorway.

      “She’s beautiful,” he said. “And so are you, my dear.”

      “As beautiful as Mr Watt’s new steam-engine?” she teased him. “Old Bess?”

      He laughed. “What’s her name?”

      Abbie hadn’t even thought about a name. Or rather, she’d thought of too many names, and was now unable to make up her mind.

      Harry seemed to have decided, though. “Jane,” he said. “After my mother.”

      So Jane it was, and the baby was baptised Jane Machin a week later.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Despite the unusual amount of hair on her head when she was born, Jane Machin seemed to be perfectly normal, at least in her appearance. Harry was devoted to his little daughter, and as soon as he returned from the manufactory and washed the dirt and grime from his face and body, made straight for little Jane, picking her up and murmuring sweet nothings into her ear. Only then would he proceed to Abbie and salute her with a kiss.

      But for Abbie, who spent more time with her daughter, there seemed to be some cause for concern. Jane would sometimes lie motionless on her back, hardly breathing, and with her eyes wide open. At first Abbie thought she might be asleep with her eyes wide open – she had heard of such things – but when she passed her hand in front of Jane’s face, the infant blinked, and started to squall, as if she had been interrupted in some sort of pleasurable activity. And it was then that Abbie noticed that at these times Jane’s eyes were not still, but were darting from side to side, as if the child was engaged in watching something which was invisible to others.

      Jane began to speak at a very early age. It was only a few days after her first birthday that she pointed a chubby little finger at Harry and said, “Da da”, and less than a week after that when she pointed the same finger at Abbie and mumbled “Ma ma”. A few other words followed, but strangely, Jane seemed to have little inclination to sit up, let alone crawl or start walking. Her uncanny habit of wide-eyed daydreaming (for that was the only way that Abbie could interpret it) for extended periods of time continued, but it seemed that it did no harm to her. Abbie was content to let it continue, though she was convinced that it was connected in some way with the dark stranger who had claimed to be Jane’s true father, even before her birth.

      However, when Harry first encountered Jane’s strange habit, he was concerned. “Should we call a doctor?” he asked. “I’ve never heard of a child behaving like this.”

      Abbie was not keen on the idea of a doctor examining Jane. Who knew what he might find? “No, I’m sure there’s nothing wrong with her. Look at her.” She pointed to little Jane, who was clearly observing them from her crib. Abbie fluttered her fingers at the girl, and was rewarded by a “mama” and what was clearly an attempt to wave back. “It’s not like she’s always mardy or anything like that.”

      “I still don’t think it’s right,” Harry complained. “But you see more of her than I do, it’s true, and I’ll take your word for it that there’s nothing wrong with her. It does seem that she’s a bit different, all the same.”

      Abbie had no intention of telling Harry exactly what it was that was different about Jane. She’d come to rely on him, and she was terrified that if she told him about the dark stranger, he would desert her – and then there was the question of what the dark stranger might do if she made his existence known.

      It came as some relief to her when she discovered herself to be pregnant again some two years after Jane was born. This would be the child of Harry and her, she told herself, not of some dark stranger.

      For Harry’s part, he was delighted. “Maybe it will be a boy,” he said, and taking Abbie’s wedding ring from her finger, tied it to a hair taken from her head, and swung it over her pregnant belly as she lay on their bed.

      “It’s not going round in a circle – just in a straight line. That means it really will be a boy.”

      Already, a few months before the baby was due, he had named it “James”.

      “Jane and James Machin. It sounds good, doesn’t it?”

      And Abbie agreed. “James” was on his way.

      She was about seven months gone when the great frost came. The canals froze, ice covered the ground, and even the birds seemed to stop singing, except for one tiny robin, which perched outside the Machins’ front door and greeted Harry as he set out for work in the morning.

      He was concerned about the now heavily gravid Abbie and always offered her a welcome supporting arm whenever the two of them went out together onto the slippery roads.
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      One day, Abbie was busy preparing the evening meal, awaiting Harry’s return from the manufactory. The night was drawing in, and a solitary candle added to the fire’s light as she carefully cut two rashers of bacon, one thick and one thinner, from the hock that hung from its hook in the corner. Little Jane appeared to be watching the operation with interest from the crib.

      She was about to lay the bacon in the pan when there was a knock at the door.

      “Mrs Machin,” came a voice through the door which she did not recognise, but nonetheless tugged at the strings of her memory. “Mrs Machin, your Harry’s had an accident. They want you up there now.”

      “Who are you?”

      But there was no answer.

      She took the pan off the fire, placing the bacon beside it. Should she take Jane with her? She hesitated, but her daughter seemed perfectly content, and she had been left in the house on her own before with no visible ill effects.

      Abbie snatched up her shawl and wrapped it around her shoulders before opening the back door and hurrying out into the freezing night air. The manufactory was not far from her house, but there was a dark track sloping down to the tow-path of the canal, now covered with ice. She hesitated. To avoid that icy path would mean taking a much longer route, and she was already cold. She decided to make her way carefully down the track.

      Not carefully enough. Her feet gave way from under her, and she landed on her backside with a jarring thump before sliding down to the tow-path, only avoiding sliding into the canal itself by a matter of some inches. She picked herself up painfully, and started slowly along the unlit tow-path towards the manufactory.

      The pain inside grew worse with every step. She would have cried out if there had been anyone to hear, but the path was deserted. As she walked, she was horrified to feel a sticky wetness between her legs. Fear gave her strength, and she managed to reach the manufactory door where light and warmth beckoned.

      “It’s Mrs Machin, Harry’s missus, Ned,” said the porter on duty, Jabez, whose job it was to take all deliveries and greet visitors.

      “You look all in, me duck,” said Ned. “Sit you down here,” indicating the chair on which he had been sitting.

      “What’s that?” asked Jabez, pointing to a red smear, leading from the door to where Abbie was now sitting. “That’s blood, that is. Where do you hurt, me dear?”

      “Inside,” Abbie said briefly. It hurt too much to say more.

      The two men exchanged looks. This was strange business. Women’s business. And they wanted as little to do with it as possible. “I’ll fetch tha Harry, duck,” said Ned. “You stay there.”

      Abbie didn’t have the strength to tell him that Harry had had an accident and might be in an even worse state than she was herself. She steeled herself to sit and wait patiently, but even sitting quietly was agony, and with it was the fear that she would lose her baby, James. Tears started to roll down her cheeks as Jabez watched in helpless embarrassment.

      And just as she was convinced she was going to die of pain and loss of blood, Ned returned with Harry. Even though her half-closed tear-filled eyes she could see that he had never been in any accident. He seemed to be as strong and as whole as ever. And at that moment, she suddenly remembered where she had previously heard the voice that had told her of Harry’s accident. It was the voice of the dark stranger in the shed, one of Them.

      Harry appeared to take in the scene at a glance, and rushed over to Abbie.

      “My God!” he gasped as he took in the sight of the blood-stained floor. “How are you?”

      “I… hurt…” is all she could manage to gasp out before pitching forward, semi-conscious.

      “Jabez, give me a hand,” said Harry, helping her to sit up straight. “Ned, you find the gaffer.”

      “Mr Boulton?” said Ned, clearly a little nervous at this request.

      “Yes.” Harry seemed about to let loose a torrent of oaths, something he only did when he was seriously angry or upset, but thought better of it. “There’s a doctor with him. Visiting him from Lichfield. He’s meant to be one of the best in the country. Get them both to come down here as quickly as they can.”
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      It was a matter of only a few minutes before Matthew Boulton entered, followed by a large stout man with a face marred by smallpox scars. Despite his ugliness and generally uncouth appearance, there was a warmth and humanity in his face that gave Harry confidence that something good was going to come of all this.

      “This is my good friend, Doctor Erasmus Darwin. Doctor, this is Harry Machin, one of my best workers, working with Mr Watt, and this here,” indicating Abbie’s almost unconscious form, “is Harry’s wife, Abbie.”

      Dr Darwin did not seem a man to stand on ceremony, but looked at Abbie, looked down at the floor, and shook his head sadly.

      “How far along is she?” he asked Harry.

      “About seven months, sir.”

      Darwin shook his head. “She should be lying down. Is there anywhere she can be taken?” he asked Boulton.

      “There’s a sofa in my office. She can lie on that.”

      “But, sir,” said Harry. “The blood…”

      “Damn the blood, man!” said Boulton, almost angrily. “Your wife is more important than a sofa. Find a plank or something she can be carried on, you two,” to Ned and Jabez, “and a couple of men to help carry her.”

      “What do you think, sir?” Harry asked the doctor.

      “Too early to say, lad. Let’s wait until she’s comfortable before I make any pronouncements, shall we. And less of the ‘sir’.”

      “Yes, s— doctor.”

      “That’s better.” Harry wasn’t sure whether Dr Darwin was referring to Harry’s mode of address, or the return of Ned and Jabez with two men and what seemed to be a door.

      Darwin supervised the careful placing of the now unconscious and unmoving Abbie onto the door, and its removal into Bolton’s office. As they reached the door, Harry stopped and hesitated, obviously unsure as to whether he should enter.

      “In you go, lad, and don’t be so daft,” Boulton said. “Where’s your little one?”

      Up to now, Harry hadn’t considered Jane. “I don’t know,” he said, helplessly. “I suppose Abbie must have left her at home.”

      “I’ll get one of the girls from my house to go over to your place and check on her. Don’t you worry, lad. Dr Darwin here’s a fine doctor. They say the King himself asked him to be his doctor, and the Doctor refused, saying he was happier where he was. Can you believe that? Your Abbie’s in the best of hands, so don’t take on so. In you go now.”

      Abbie was lying on the sofa, her skirts pulled up to above her knee. Harry noticed the bloodstains marking the damask covering, and immediately felt guilty, but he remembered what Boulton had said, and felt a little better, though it was clear that Abbie was far from well. Darwin was bending over her, and as Harry entered, he straightened up and turned to Harry, a concerned expression on his face.

      “It’s not going to be good news, I’m afraid,” he said. “I don’t believe in building up false hopes, only to dash them to the ground. I am reasonably certain that the child, if it is born, will be born dead. I am sorry,” he added simply.

      All of Harry’s hopes for his future son vanished at these words; his head hung, and his shoulders slumped.

      Darwin’s hand rested heavily on Harry’s shoulder. “I am sorry,” he repeated.

      “What about Abbie – my wife?” Harry asked.

      A deep sigh from Darwin. “I cannot tell. I hope that she will recover, but who can say?”

      All life seemed to ebb visibly from Harry as he heard these words.

      “You and Abbie and your little one will want for nothing.”  These words came from Boulton, who had been standing behind them. “You’re too important, Harry. You mean a lot to us all. Whatever it takes, rest assured that I personally will take care of things.”

      “Thank you, sir,” said Harry.

      “You’re a good man, Matthew Boulton,” said Darwin. “You’re lucky to have him as your master,” he said to Harry. “Now, if you have no objection, I would like to perform a rather intimate examination of your wife. You may stay if you wish, Mr Machin, though I warn you that you may find it a trifle upsetting. Mr Boulton, I must ask you to leave the room.”

      “I will leave with him,” Harry said. He was feeling sick and weak.

      Outside the room, with the door closed, Boulton looked at Harry critically. “You’re not well, lad. If Darwin wasn’t in there with your wife,” he jerked his head towards the door, “I’d go in there, fetch the bottle of brandy in my desk and give you as much as you wanted. Don’t you worry about your little one, though. She’ll be looked after by the same girl as looks after my children.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Harry said weakly. The two men stood in silence by the closed door, studiously avoiding each other’s gaze. At length there was the sound of footsteps, the door handle rattled, and Dr Darwin stood there, a look of anxiety painted on his face.

      “Once again, it gives me no pleasure to be the bearer of bad tidings. Your wife, Mr Machin, is seriously injured. Her fall and the resulting complication appear to have seriously damaged her womanly parts, and it seems impossible for me to stop her bleeding. I am sorry to have to tell you that I have my doubts as to whether she will last the night. You should go in and say farewell to her.”

      Darwin and Boulton exchanged a look. “I’m going to get that brandy,” said Boulton, and followed Harry into the room.

      Harry, distraught, was standing over Abbie, holding her hand, and speaking softly to her, so softly that the other men were unable to catch the words. He wordlessly shook his head as Boulton offered a glass of brandy to him.

      Unoffended, Boulton placed the glass on the desk beside the sofa. “It’s here if you feel you want it, lad,” he said. “You stay here as long as you want to. I’ll make sure your little one’s being cared for, and before I go home for the night, I’m going to get someone to wait outside this door who will call me or Doctor Darwin if you want us, and I’ll arrange for some food to be sent to you. You can’t keep a vigil on an empty stomach.”

      He turned to leave as Harry thanked him. Darwin placed his hand on Harry’s shoulder once more. “I’m stopping the night with Mr Boulton,” he said to Harry. “Don’t worry about calling me. It doesn’t matter about the time – we doctors are used to this.”

      “Thank you, Doctor Darwin,” said Harry. “It’s a great comfort to me.”

      For hours Harry sat by Abbie, holding her hand. He was interrupted by a servant from the Boulton household, who brought him a dish of warm soup and some bread, and informed him that little Jane was now in the Boulton house, where she was being well cared for, if not actually spoiled, by the cook and the housekeeper. Despite himself, Harry managed to smile a little at this news.

      At one point, Abbie’s eyes, which had been shut, fluttered open, and she seemed to recognise his face.

      “Harry?” she whispered faintly. He nodded. Her next words were difficult to make out, but he seemed to hear, “Keep… Jane… away…” There was a long pause. “From… the… other… side… of… the… sky…” Her eyes closed, and all his words and desperate holding of her hand and caressing of her face would not open them again. He had no idea what was meant by these words, or even if he had heard them correctly, as Abbie lay there, silent and unmoving.

      There was no way of knowing the time, as it had grown too dark to see the clock on the mantelpiece, but he guessed it was past midnight when the pattern of Abbie’s breathing changed, to slow irregular gasping. He released her hand and made for the door where, as promised, a man was waiting outside.

      “Please go to Mr Boulton’s house, and ask for Doctor Darwin to come here.”

      The man scuttled off, and Harry returned to Abbie. To his horror, she had ceased breathing, and involuntarily, tears came to his eyes, as he realised he had lost the woman who had become the centre of his life.

      The silence was suddenly and shockingly broken by Abbie’s rasping breath, followed by another and another, and then, after a few minutes, silence once again. Harry jumped as the door behind him opened, and the doctor entered. As he approached, Abbie started to breathe again in shallow rasping breaths.

      “This, I fear, is the end,” Darwin told Harry. “I have seen it too many times, alas, for there to be any doubt. There is nothing I or anyone can do for her.”

      Harry wept openly as Abbie’s breath stopped once more time. This time she did not start breathing again.
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      Following Abbie’s death, little Jane often seemed distraught.

      “Where mama?” she would ask Boulton’s servants on waking in the morning, and at regular intervals throughout the day. The only answers they could give her were vague non-committal statements that “she’s gone away” or similar. This seemed to content her, at least for a few hours, after which the question would be repeated.

      The episodes of staring at nothing for minutes on end continued, as they had done when she had lived with her mother and father.

      But more worrying and unsettling were the episodes where she appeared to be listening to an invisible friend while asleep. Though she was not old enough to form full sentences, she seemed able to understand and react to what was said to her. It frightened the servants when they peeped into the room where she was sleeping to see her head cocked on one side in an attitude of attention, eyes closed, and nodding in a startlingly adult fashion as if in agreement with some conversation, audible only to her.

      This was bad enough, but added to this was the sense of something there, a something that was at the same time visible and invisible, which could only be described, and that with difficulty, as a black light. What its shape was, no one could describe precisely, but all were agreed that there was something almost human about the something, of a quality that frightened them “to their very bones” as Mrs Baddeley, the housekeeper, described it.

      Although the housekeeper reported these fears to Matthew Boulton, saying that it was only the kitchen-maid who had expressed her concern, the truth was that all the servants in Soho House were frightened of these episodes. At other times, however, little Jane was well-behaved, smiling and gurgling like any other child of a similar age, and if it had not been for these strange disturbing episodes, she would have been loved and spoiled beyond redemption by the whole of the servants’ hall, from Lucas the butler downwards.
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      Abbie’s funeral was attended by almost the whole of the Soho manufactory workforce, as well as Matthew Boulton and his family. Having lost his own wife several years previously, Boulton was more than sympathetic.

      “Your little one is doing fine with us,” he told Harry. “I think that she’s a grand little thing, and it’s a joy to see her face when you come to visit her each evening.”

      Harry knew there was something else. “But?” he asked.

      “Aye, I’m afraid there is a ‘but’. It’s probably nothing, but Annie, our kitchen-maid, says there’s something queer about little Jane, and she won’t even go near her after dark.”

      “That’s rubbish,” said Harry. “Abbie and I lived in the same house as her for nearly two years, and there was nothing strange about her, except…” His voice trailed off.

      “Except what?” Boulton’s voice was sharp.

      “She had this trick of looking off into nothing for minutes on end. We thought she was asleep with her eyes open, but then we thought differently.”

      “According to our housekeeper, Annie says she’s seen that a couple of times. But she’ll grow out of that. What I’ve been told Annie says is that she’s looked into the room where Jane’s sleeping, and seen some sort of light by the side of the bed. She said it was some sort of black light, which makes no sense at all, does it?”

      “Sounds like a load of old rubbish to me, sir. And if you don’t mind me saying so, your Annie sounds a bit daft in the head.”

      Boulton chuckled. “She’s not the sharpest chisel in the toolbox, that’s for sure. But she’s not as daft as all that. Anyway, I’m afraid that’s upset the other servants, and the long and the short of it is that they don’t want your Jane in the house any more.”

      Harry’s face fell. “I don’t know what to say. It’s been very good of you to look after her this past month or so—”

      “It’s the least I could do for you, Harry. Couldn’t she live with your parents?”

      “Both dead, I’m afraid. Abbie’s as well. They died several years ago.””

      “Sorry to hear that, lad. No brothers or sisters?” Harry shook his head. “Well, we will have to put our thinking caps on, then won’t we? What would you say if little Jane were to live in Lichfield?”

      Harry looked surprised. “Why there, sir?”

      “Because Dr Darwin lives there, and whoever he doesn’t know there isn’t worth the knowing. I’d wager that he could find the perfect home for Jane in an hour if we asked him.”

      “But I can’t afford to pay someone to look after her,” Harry objected.

      “I can, so don’t you worry.”

      “But…”

      “Listen to me, lad, and I’ll tell you a few home truths. One, you’re my right hand when it comes to working with Mr Watt. I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again. And Mr Watt will tell you the same. All those things that make our steam pumping engines the best in the world – you’ve had a hand in all of them. And that means I want you to keep working for me. And if I can make your life easier, then that’s what I’ll do. And the second thing is that I can afford to do it with no problem. If you prefer, I’ll give you the money for Jane’s keep in your wages, so you pay them, and I don’t. How does that sound?”

      “More than I deserve, sir.”

      “Rubbish. Nonsense. Less than you deserve. Tell you what, you get Saturday afternoons and Sundays off, don’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “Now you get all Saturday and all Sunday off. Same pay as before – you’re not going to lose out on it, and you can take yourself off to Lichfield for two days to see your daughter. I can even help pay your way there if you need it. Now, what do you say to that?”

      “Thank you, sir. I don’t deserve all that.”

      “I said it before, and I’ll say it again,” he repeated. “That’s nonsense. If I was to tell you what I really thought of you, do you know what?” Harry shook his head. “Your head would swell up so much you’d never get out through that door.” Boulton’s shoulders shook in merriment at his own joke, and Harry, despite his anxiety, found himself joining in.

      “So what I’ll do,” Boulton said, “is to write a little ­billet-doux to your friend and mine, Dr Darwin, and we’ll get an answer back very soon if I know my friend.”
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      Matthew Boulton was proved correct in his forecast of Dr Darwin’s extensive range of contacts in Lichfield. It was only three days before an answer arrived from that city. Erasmus Darwin wrote in his letter that he knew of a Mrs Kate Perkins who “lives in Dam Street, not five minutes’ walk from my house (provided one walks a little faster than do I), and is a most worthy and respectable woman, sadly now widowed, who has in the past acted as nurse to one of the Canons of the Cathedral here when his child fell sick”. He added that she had two children of her own, both a little older than Jane, but both were said to be of “amiable character” and she would be happy to welcome Jane Machin and treat her as one of her own. As to the money she would expect, it came to ten shillings a week.

      “It sounds good,” said Harry. “But I am not sure that I can afford it.”

      “I will make sure you see that extra ten shillings in your pay packet each week,” Boulton told him.

      There was one singular matter concerning Mrs Perkins that Erasmus Darwin had failed to mention to Matthew Boulton. Boulton had informed his friend about the mysterious fear that little Jane had inspired in his servants. Curious about all matters that were connected in some way to science, especially those that dealt with the mind and the body, Darwin was initially tempted to dismiss these fears as simply the product of the over-active imaginations of those in Boulton’s household at Soho House. Even so, it was not in his nature to come across a strange and possibly complex phenomenon without investigating it further.

      Mrs Perkins had a reputation in Lichfield as a “wise woman”, who combined her work as a children’s nurse – a duty which she performed admirably, according to all those who had used her services – with healing, using herbs and potions, sometimes of her own devising, accompanied, some said, by certain practices which verged upon the magical. Indeed, Dr Darwin had often consulted with her on the uses of various herbs and other medicines, and it must be said that both gained from the exchange of information. On the one hand Darwin learned about a wide variety of folk cures that often proved more efficacious than the approved medical nostrums. On the other hand, Mrs Perkins’ patients were spared the application of newts’ bladders and the like to their injuries, since Darwin had been able to demonstrate to Kate Perkins that such “remedies” were only of use in that they excited hope in the patient and had no other therapeutic value.

      Regarding her reported magical skills, Darwin restrained his curiosity, and was simply aware of the whisperings about her that went around Lichfield. For the most part, it was agreed that if she did indeed possess any powers denied to the mass of mortals, such knowledge was always used discreetly and benevolently. The cathedral canon to whose children she had acted as nurse was almost certainly aware of these stories, and had clearly dismissed them as irrelevant. Even so, if there proved to be something of the uncanny and weird about the Machin girl, Darwin was convinced that Mrs Perkins was more likely to discover and understand it than he himself.
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      The first meeting between the Machins and Mrs Perkins appeared to be a success. Boulton had generously allowed Harry Machin the use of his carriage on the Saturday when he made the first trip from Handsworth to Lichfield, carrying Jane and a quantity of clothes and other necessaries for her use.

      As he knocked on the Dam Street door, and waited for it to be opened, Harry Machin felt an ice-like stab at his heart. What if, he asked himself, this Mrs Perkins was not all that had been promised? Would she neglect little Jane, and take the ten shillings and use it only for herself and her own children? And would Jane be able to manage without seeing him every day, as she did at present?

      He had half a mind to turn around and take the carriage back to Handsworth, when the door opened, and a middle-aged woman who could only have been Mrs Perkins opened the door.

      “You’ll be Jane,” she said, addressing the girl first. “And you’re her father, I take it? Doctor Darwin told me all about it. Shocking business, that. But if Doctor Darwin couldn’t save your poor dear wife, then I’m sure that there’s no one as could have saved her.”

      Her manner was brisk and efficient, but there was a warmth to it which came through, and provided Harry with a sense of hope and some calm. For her part, Jane solemnly regarded Mrs Perkins’ face for about twenty seconds, before breaking into a beaming smile, and stretching out her arms towards her new friend.

      “Oh, the little darling,” exclaimed Mrs Perkins, mirroring the child’s smile. “I can see we’re going to be friends.”

      Harry was relieved. He’d had visions of squalls and temper tantrums. He was even a little jealous of the bond that seemed to have been instantly created between his daughter and her new foster-mother. As he watched, two children came up and stood peering at him from behind their mother’s skirts. As Darwin’s letter had said, they appeared to be a little older than Jane.

      “This is Will,” patting the older child’s head. “He’s four.”

      “Nearly five, Ma,” said the boy.

      “Nearly five,” she smiled. “And Mary here, who’s three.”

      Mary dipped a little curtsey to Harry, who smiled at her and was rewarded with a smile in return.

      “Would you like to see where she’ll be sleeping?” Mary’s mother asked Harry. He nodded, and she led the way up the narrow stairs to a small room at the back of the house where a window looked out onto the fields and what seemed to be a small lake. The room was clean, and airy – better than any room in his house, Harry thought to himself.

      “She’ll be sharing with Mary,” said Mrs Perkins, pointing to two small beds. “Mary’s a good girl, and she doesn’t quarrel with other children. Nor does Will, come to that. And your little Jane, she’ll get the same food as my own. I can see,” she added, looking at Jane, who was still beaming at her, “that we’re going to be great friends.”

      “I’m sure you will,” said Harry, leaving the bag of clothes and toys on the bed marked as Jane’s. He was glad that Jane was going to be with someone who clearly was a good mother to her own children, and still had enough kindness left over for others’ offspring. Even so, he was sad to be leaving his daughter behind, and his feelings must have shown in his voice, because Mrs Perkins said to him, “I understand that you’ll be coming up every Saturday and Sunday to see her. You’re always welcome to come and see her – I’m just taking care of her until you’re in a better position to look after her yourself. So don’t you mither yourself about this. Jane’s your daughter, and I’ll never forget that, even if I look after her as if she was one of mine.”

      They went downstairs, and Harry bent to kiss Jane farewell. “Until next week, duck,” he said to her. He turned to Mrs Perkins. “I think I should go and thank Doctor Darwin for all this.”

      “You’ll be lucky to find him in,” she told him. “He’s a busy man. But his house is just up that way. Go up the street to the cathedral, turn left, and then past the cathedral there’s a little snicket to the right of the road that takes you to the Stafford road and that’ll bring you through his garden to his back door.”

      Harry thanked her, and set off for Darwin’s, a sense of emptiness in his heart.
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      Jane seemed to thrive under the care of Mrs Perkins. She cheerfully seemed, with the apparent callousness of the very young, to have accepted her new “mother” and forgotten the old one, though Kate Perkins discouraged Jane from calling her “Mama”, and reminded her as often as possible that “Dada” was coming to see her.

      Little Mary took instantly to her new foster-sister, and the feeling seemed to be mutual. The two of them were often to be seen toddling around hand in hand and speaking to each other in a language of their own which only they could understand.

      Kate Perkins had been called to see Erasmus Darwin a couple of weeks after Jane’s arrival. She presented herself at the back door of his house at the requested hour, and was shown into the room that served as his study.

      “Come in, come in, my dear Mrs Perkins,” he greeted her, heaving himself to his feet. “Thank you so much for coming to see me here. Please sit down.” He indicated a comfortable chair facing the one on which he was sitting.

      “It’s nothing, sir.”

      Darwin acknowledged this with a nod of his large head. “And the little one, Jane Machin? How is she settling in? All well, I trust?”

      “She is indeed, sir. She and my little ones are getting along fine.”

      “And she’s no trouble?” There seemed to be more than casual interest in the enquiry.

      “No more than any other little one of that age, sir.” She paused, studying the doctor’s pock-marked face. “May I ask why you are asking me that, sir?” Her tone was a little sharp. “Is there something you haven’t told me? She’s not sick or anything, is she?”

      Darwin sighed. “No, she’s not sick.  But there is something that I haven’t told you.” He leaned forward and his voice dropped as he proceeded to tell her of what Matthew Boulton had written to him about little Jane’s condition and the strange sights that had been seen in her bedroom when she was supposedly asleep.

      Kate sat back in her chair, thinking for a while. When she finally spoke, her voice was tinged with anger. “I don’t think it was fair of you to ask me to look after such a one without telling me first,” she said.

      “I apologise, Mrs Perkins,” Darwin told her. “You’re being paid ten shillings each week to look after her, aren’t you?” She nodded. “Then let me add another five shillings of my own each week to that as some sort of compensation.”
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g his Clafle of Being fome term the
oode Folke, though in truth they
loe lacke moft of thofe Qualities
of Chriftian Men and Women. Others do
call them Sith or in the Tongue of the
Scots, Daoine Sidbe. Some term them
as Demones or Fallen Angels, and fome
fee them as the Survivors of an older and
brutifh Race of Men, who hyde from us
through Feare. Still otheres term them
Fae. The Doétors of our Schools for the
moft part do believe them to be a Race
older than ours, neither Human nor Di-
vine nor Hellith, with Powers fuch as we
do not poffefs.

Faerie may make for themfelves Dwel-
lynges, the whych they term Palaces or
Brugh, though they be no more than
Holes in the Earthe. They are ruled by
One they term their Kynge, who none-
thelefs appeares to be poffefled of no Ma-
jeftie or Dygnitie, his Quality being the
Poffeflor of a greater Strength than the
others, whom he {ubjugates by Force.

Tt is alfo faid by fome that this Kynge
may poffefs the Qualities and Attributes of
all his Subjects, the lacter only poffeffing a
fmalle Portion of the fame.

Certes, they do lack the Power to
diftinguifh Goode and Eville, and may
often fteale away {mall Infantes, claiming
thefe unfortunates as their own. Some
foolith Women have claim’d congrefs
with thefe, even with their Kynge, and
borne children. Such children are held by
the foolith to have Powers like thofe of
the Elementals as defcribed below.

As to the home Landes of the Sith,
though they inhabyt their Moundes and
Holes in wylde and rugged places fuch as
the Northern Mountaignes and Laykes,
and the Hylles of Derby Shire, their true
Home is held to be in the fixth Sphere
above the Heavennes, that is to fay the
Primal Chaos. Thus fome do name them
as the People of the Other Side of the

Skye.

Thefe others, that is, the Subjectes
of the Faerie, may be divided into four
Claffes or Categories, each Categorie in
correfpondence with the four Elements,
thusz

Primus: Earthe, reprefented by the
(]m»na, of a fquat and brutith Forme,
who have Power to move through folid
Grounde and Walls of buildings.

Secondus: Water, inhabited by the Un-
dines, of a fmoothe and hining Appear-
ance, who like FyfThe may exif and take
their nourithment from beneath the Waves
of Pondes, Rivers, and Oceans.

Tertius: efyre, in which dwelle the
Sylpbes, of a tall and pleafing Forme, who
may travel through the Ayre, though not
as do Byrdes.

Quartus: Fyre, wherein the Salaman-
dres have their being. In their human
Forme, they are poffefs’d of great Beauty,
but more commonly take the Shape of 2
loathfome Reptile.

Thefe four Claffes we may term
Elementals, in reference to their attach-
ment to the Elements. They bear little
Relation to the Faerie, being Natives of
our Worlde, but now unwillingly ferve as
Slaves of the Faerie.





